A   BRASS   EAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND

dead can wait, they cannot be nursed back to fighting
fitness. I am ordered, at midday, to organise a minor
operation. This is a triumph, as I am the junior
colonel of the brigade! We lose more men while I
gain in reputation! By the morning of the third day
I am permitted to withdraw to Martinsart? dazed,
but automatic. My star Is high, even though the
sufferings of others are great. A young officer, having
fled from the line, Is found asleep in the village.
Is he to be court martialled? I investigate the matter.
No court would find him guilty; not because he did
not fly from danger in despair, but because all the
men who were with him are dead and cannot give
their evidence. So he goes home to Ireland, no
longer as a soldier, but as an 'officer resigned/ where
he enters business and makes a fortune! Such is a
reward for spineless behaviour on the battlefield. War
Is a contradiction. The fighters seldom coine out best,
save in this, they keep their souls Intact. And that
is a possession which no man can take from them.

The net result of the barren, glorious bloody
battle of Thiepval is that over seven hundred men
of the West Belfast battalion of the Royal Irish
Rifles prove their ability to subordinate matter to
mind. Intellectual discipline had triunfphed.
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